1 


Ap 

■ — 

( 

y- 

l 

v. 


obitbaby; 

Difd.  on  the  i 8th  day  of  December.  1861.  at  the  resi¬ 
dence  of  her  uncle.  Mr.  Thomas  Gii.i.ekpik,  in  tliis 
city,  MAGGIE  A.  GILLESPIE,  in  the  JUlh  year  of 
her  ago.  J 

■-  many  of  the  readers  of  The  Advance  are  unac¬ 


quainted  to  some  extent  with. 4his.  really  estimable 
young  woman— arid  thc  anriounbeVrieriJ  of  her  decease 
will  call  up  a  sad  recognition  of  the' evanescent' char-/; 
netcr  of  all  earl  lily  flings  and  a  more  than  momentary  i 
turning  iii ward  of  those  thoughts ^wfiidh  ih  this5 mis-  I 
guided  World  arc  engrossed  by  things  of  time  and  I 


I 


Agaih;  we  mentally  sny  “Death  tp\$s<  maMiilng 
mark,”  while  the  clearer  truth  Is ftlmt  we  ourselves 
note  the  instance  when  one  of  ramoxccllence  is  taken 
from  our  midst,  while  the  funerals  of  the  unknown 
juiss  us  by  in  melancholy  array  and  scarcely  draw  our 
attention  from  tho  busy  race  of  worldly  endeavor. 

Sweet  Maggie!  She  was  a  Flower  of  our  own  val¬ 
ley—  wc  noted  her  infancy,  her  sweet  joyous  childhood, 
her  maiden  bloom,  and  her  lovely  maturity.-  y  ^  . , ,,, 
She  w 'as  of  beautiful  “mold  and  fashion/*  with  grace¬ 
ful  carriage,  dignity  of  demeanor,  and  above  alt,  of 
rare  sweetness  of  expression.  Her  winning  smile  was 
one  to  occasion  to  the  recipient  a  glow  of  Heaven. 
She  had  no  enemy— she  had  the  envy  or  ill  will  of  no 
living  being,  but  was  Universally  beared./* 

She  had  at  nearly-  the  ngc  of  twenty  a  prospective 
life  of  happiness.  :  With  all  her  graces  of  person  and 
character,  she  was  endowed  with  an  excellent  physical 
constitution— and  as  her  imagination  glanced  with  the 
bright  eye  of  Hope  to  tho  future,  years  of  enjoyment 
tilled  her  vision.  But  nlns  for  human  calculations.* — 

“  Man. proposes  but  God  disposes.’* 

She  was  stricken  with  a  peculiar  and -mysterious 
disease.  T  f  ?*  W  if  Vv, 

She  seemed  too  pure  for  earth;'  arid  hefSavior  called 
her  to  a  place  more  befitting'  that  prirlty.'  She  kndw 
she  was  called  and  she  yielded  iip  almost  without  a 
struggle  all  the  bright  hopes  of  an  earthly  future 
peculiar  to  her  ngc  and  condition. 

In  a  letter  to  nn  aunt  in  Scotland,  written  reccntlv 
and  not  yet  forwarded  to  its  destination,  site  says  with 
touching  simplicity — “  My  chief  occupation  during 
my  long  term  of  sickness  has  been  in  reading  nnd  wri¬ 
ting.  I  only  feel  grateful  that  I  am  permitted  to  en¬ 
joy  these— even  these  might  have  been'  deprived  me, 
bn  the  *  Great  Giver  of  all  good*  has  seen  fit  to  afflict 
me  less.”  '  '  •'  •*-*-.*  -  .*■  *, 

During  her  long  sickness,  extending  through  a  pe¬ 
riod  of  four  years,  she  has  been  ’  patient,  uitreplning, 
considerate  of  the  comfort  and  feelings  of  others,  no 
tutlrinuring  that  she  was  called  in  the  “  heyday 'of 
}  outh**  “to  that  bright  world  above,  where  pain  nnd 
•'ickncss  never  come  ;  and  tho  weary  soul  finds  rest.*’* 
She  was  literally  ripening  for  Heaven. 

Generally  she  lins  been  able  to  ride  out ¥ in  pleasant 
weather — and  oflen  has  her  sweet  smile,  as  the  writer 
met  her  with  her  uncle,  radiant  with  the  anticipations 
of  ineffable  bliss,  lifted  the  vail  which  obscures  our 
earthly  vision,  and  opened  a  glimpse  of  those  beatific 
realms  to  which  the  spirit  of  our  sweet  Maggie  has 
|  winged  its  ethereal  flight. 

“  It  is  well  with  her.”  She  was  assured  of  panion 
and  forgiveness,  and  “passed  away**  with  abounding 
confidence  In  her  Saviour.  With  Job  she  could  say, 

“  I  know  dial  my  Redeemer  Uveth.?’ 

But  alas  for  her  sorrowing  friends.  She  has  left  in 
their  hearts  “  an  aching  void  ’’  never  more  to  be  filled. 
Without  venturing  to  invade  the  sacred  sanctify  of 
household  grief,  I  may  venture! to  speak  with  the 
sympathy  of  long  and  uninterrupted  friendship,  of  the 
bereavement  of  one  whom  Maggie  styled  in  an  tinfln- 
ished  letter  to  her  “dear  Grand  parents”  in  Scotland, 
“Our  kind  uncle,  who  has  been  more  than,  a  ^Father,  if 
it  were  possible  to  be.  4  He  took  care  of  us  .when  chil¬ 
dren,  educated  us,  and  now  feels  the  same  care  and  in¬ 
terest  for  us  as  if  indeed  we  were  his  own.” 


Precious  words!  Sorrow-stricken  friend!  let  the 
gratitude  of  the  artless  girl,  expressed  in  such  sweet 
simplicity  be  thy  comfort  nnd  solace  In  this  thy  day  of 
trial;  and  the  consciousness  that  the’  child  of  your 
adoption  and  your  love  has  but  exchanged  an  earthly, 
for  a  Heavenly  Father,— pluck  the  sting  from  the  nr- , 
row  of  Death.  In  her  domestic  relations,  she  was  the 
T^ght  of  the  Household,  n  fond,  dutiful,  confiding 
daughter,  on  whose  mature  mind. and  strong  common 
sense  mothcr.and  sisters,  brothers  Jiyid  uncle,  could 
rely  with  confidence.  She  was  gentlerkind  and  affec¬ 
tionate  to.  all. her  family,  and  of  such  .singular  sweet¬ 
ness  of  disposition  nnd  such  a  lmppy  blending  of  firm¬ 
ness  with  softness  that  she  harmonized  all  around  her, 
and  made  the  family  circle  d  sphere  of  happiness. 

Nor  were  her  affections  limited  .to  the  narrow  cir¬ 
cumference  of  tiie  household.  She  was  a  general  fa¬ 
vorite  in  the  circle  of. society,  discovering  with  quick 
tact  the  salient  points  of  character  In  iief  associates 
and  drawing  them  bilt’wfilf  an’hituitive  address  so  as 
to  give  a  greater  lustre  to"  their  shining aqimlitics.  j 
She  had  a  heart  too  for  the  sorrows  of  her  country, 
and  firmly  believed  that  through  the  blessing  of  God, 
in  whom  she  trusted,  the  Union  would  be  restored 
over  our  whnlo  broad  land. 

But  she  sleeps  sweetly  now.  JTcrraro  [excellencies 
are  transplanted  to  a  brighter  world,  ami  we  cun  bqt 
say  with  the  sweet  Bard  of  her  Fatherland, 

“Thee,  Maggie,  Nature’s  ael’  qht}ll  umvtm, 

Jty  wood  and  wild, 

When,  haply.  Pity  strays  forlorn, 

Free  man  exiled/' 

*  From  her  letter  already  quotod,  ? 
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